30             FAREWELL,   FRANCE!
The administration was cumbersome, musty
and altogether rotten.
What finally remained from the Rights of
Man was the sacred liberty of any French-
man to eat, dress and behave as he pleases,
to kiss his girl before all eyes in the Mltw^
and not to be asked by the police with whom
he had slept last night.   The ease of the
body went before the freedom of the mind.
When I came to Paris I took a flat at
Montmartre, right on the steps which ascend
to the white glory of the basilica du Sacre-
Coeur.   Around me stretched the realm of
past glory.   There were a few remnants of
old houses, and old people would tell you
of the times when most of these houses were
thatched and wine grown in the neighbour-
hood  (there is still one solitary vineyard
kept on show) was served in open-air inns
on  the  wayside.   There  were  still  some
delightful corners, some lilac blossoming in
little yards, mere ghosts of former gardens
where no one sits any more.   Today all the
picturesque " boites " of Montmartre where
Mimi Pinson went to dance have become
mere painted wings for sight-seeing and tour-
ist traffic.   Highly coloured yet dusty with
age,  they   attract  British  and   American
visitors who submit, more or less gaily, to a